
        
            
                
            
        

    
Bored MILFs Like It Raw

Fertile BBW Housewife Loves Facesitting And Begs To Ride It Raw

By

Max Thruster


Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

I’ve been obsessed with Brandy since the day she and her husband moved in next door eighteen months ago. She was carrying a box labeled “kitchen” that day, wearing cutoff denim shorts and a faded tank top that clung to her like a second skin. The way her heavy breasts shifted with each step, the soft roll of her belly peeking above the waistband, the thick, generous curve of her ass stretching those shorts to their limit—it hit me like a freight train. I stood on my porch pretending to check the mail, but really I was memorizing every jiggle, every sway, already half-hard just watching her bend over to set the box down.

Her husband—some corporate drone who’s gone more than he’s home—barely glanced at her. I noticed that immediately. He didn’t see what I saw: a woman built for worship, neglected, ripe, radiating quiet frustration beneath her polite suburban smile.

Since then, I’ve made a ritual of it. Early mornings when she walks the dog in those skin-tight leggings that hug every plush inch of her thighs and ass. Late afternoons when she gardens in a sundress, cleavage spilling forward as she kneels in the dirt. I watch from my upstairs window, hand already inside my shorts, stroking slow while I imagine peeling those clothes off her, spreading those thick thighs, tasting the heat I know is waiting between them.

I’ve come so many times picturing her on her knees in front of me, those full lips stretched around my cock while her dark eyes look up, hungry. Or her straddling my face, smothering me with soft, wet pussy until she’s shaking and flooding my mouth. Every fantasy ends the same way: buried balls-deep inside her, bare, no barriers, pumping thick ropes of cum straight into her fertile core while she begs for more.

But fantasies are safe. Reality is riskier. She’s married. I’m the neighbor kid who’s barely twenty-five. Crossing that line could blow up everything.

Until today.

It’s a Thursday afternoon in late summer. The air is thick, humid, the kind that makes shirts cling and skin glisten. Mom asked me to return the metal baking tray Brandy lent her last week for her famous lemon bars. I could’ve waited, but the second I heard her name I volunteered. My pulse kicked up the moment I picked up the tray, still faintly warm from whatever she’d baked in it last.

I walk the short distance between our houses, tray in hand, heart thudding against my ribs. Her front yard is manicured, flowers blooming in neat rows—evidence of all the hours she spends alone while he’s gone. I climb the three steps to her porch, knock twice.

The door opens almost immediately.

Brandy stands there in a thin white tank top and charcoal yoga pants. No bra—I can see the dark outline of her areolas pressing against the cotton, nipples already stiff in the air-conditioned chill spilling out behind her. Her dark hair is piled in a loose bun, a few strands clinging to her damp neck. She’s flushed, like she’s been moving around the house, and there’s a faint sheen of sweat in the hollow of her throat.

“Hey,” she says, voice soft, a little surprised. Her eyes flick down to the tray, then back up to my face. She smiles—slow, almost knowing. “You’re the delivery boy today?”

I laugh, too loud, nerves betraying me. “Yeah. Mom said to bring this back. Said your brownies were killer last time.”

She takes the tray, fingers brushing mine longer than necessary. The contact sends a jolt straight to my cock. “They were, huh? Come in for a second. I just pulled a fresh batch out of the oven. Least I can do is let you try one before they disappear.”

I should say no. I should make an excuse. Instead I step inside.

The house smells like chocolate, vanilla, and her—warm skin and something darker, muskier, feminine. She leads me through the living room toward the kitchen, hips rolling with every step. Those yoga pants are criminal: they cup her ass like they were painted on, the seam disappearing between her thick cheeks. I’m already thickening in my jeans, praying she doesn’t notice.

In the kitchen she sets the tray on the island and bends to grab a plate from the lower cabinet. Her ass lifts, rounds, spreads slightly. The fabric pulls taut across her pussy mound—I can see the faint outline of her lips, the hint of a cleft. My mouth goes dry.

She straightens, turns, catches me staring. Instead of looking away or getting mad, her lips curve into something wicked.

“You always look at me like that when you think I’m not paying attention,” she says quietly.

Heat floods my face. “I—”

“Don’t lie.” She steps closer. Close enough that I can feel the warmth radiating off her body. Her breasts brush my chest—soft, heavy, deliberate. “I’ve seen you watching from your window. Saw the way your arm moves sometimes when you think the curtains are hiding you.”

My heart slams so hard I’m sure she can hear it.

“I’m not mad,” she murmurs. Her hand lifts, fingertips trailing down my chest, lower, until her palm cups the thick ridge straining against my zipper. She squeezes gently. “I’m flattered. And honestly… really fucking turned on.”

I can’t breathe. “Brandy—”

“My husband hasn’t touched me in almost two years.” Her voice drops to a husky whisper. “He’s always traveling. Always tired. Always somewhere else. And I’m just… here. Aching. Wet. Every damn day.”

She presses closer, nipples like hard points against my shirt. “I’ve thought about you too. Wondered what it would feel like to have someone look at me the way you do—like they want to devour me. Like they can’t stop thinking about burying their face between my thighs and making me come until I can’t remember my own name.”

Her hand strokes me through the denim—slow, firm. I groan low in my throat.

“I’m so bored,” she breathes against my lips. “And so fucking horny.”

Then she kisses me.

It’s not tentative. It’s starving. Her tongue pushes into my mouth, hungry, tasting of coffee and heat. I grab her waist—soft, yielding flesh spilling over my fingers—and kiss her back like I’ve been dying to for months. She moans into me, grinding her mound against my thigh.

When we break apart, both panting, she hops up onto the island countertop, thighs spreading wide. The yoga pants stretch obscenely across her crotch. A dark, wet spot is already blooming at the center.

“I’ve got something better than brownies,” she says, voice thick with need. She hooks her thumbs into the waistband and slowly peels the pants down her hips. No panties. Just smooth, plump pussy lips, already glistening, a neat triangle of dark curls above her swollen clit.

She spreads her thighs wider, feet braced on the edge of the counter. Her folds part slightly—pink, slick, begging.

“Come get your treat,” she whispers.

I drop to my knees right there on her kitchen tile.

The first taste of her is electric—salty-sweet, hot, alive. I flatten my tongue and drag it slowly from her entrance to her clit, savoring the way she shudders. Her hands fist in my hair, pulling me closer.

“Yes—fuck—right there,” she gasps.

I suck her clit into my mouth, flicking the tip with quick, hard strokes. She bucks, thighs clamping around my ears. I slide two fingers inside her—tight, scorching, dripping—and curl them against that spongy spot that makes her cry out.

She’s loud—moaning, cursing, telling me how good my mouth feels on her neglected cunt. Her hips roll, grinding against my face, smearing her wetness across my chin, my cheeks.

When she comes the first time it’s sudden and violent. Her whole body locks, back arching, thick thighs quivering. A hot gush floods my mouth—sweet, slick—and I drink her down, tongue working her through every tremor.

She doesn’t let me up.

“Again,” she pants, voice wrecked. “Don’t stop. Make me come until I can’t think straight.”

I dive back in, hungrier now, sucking harder, fingers pumping faster. Her second orgasm builds slower but hits deeper—full-body convulsions, hips jerking, another flood soaking my shirt, dripping onto the floor.

She’s trembling, gasping, but still rocking against my mouth like she’ll never get enough.

Finally she pushes my head back gently, chest heaving, eyes glassy with lust.

“That was… fuck.” She licks her lips. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

She slides off the counter, legs shaky, and takes my hand.

“Come upstairs,” she says, voice dark with promise. “I want to ride your face until the whole house smells like me. Then I want you to fuck me raw and fill me so deep I’ll feel you for days.”

My cock throbs painfully against my zipper.

I follow her up the stairs, watching her thick ass sway, already counting the seconds until I’m buried inside the woman I’ve been jerking off to for over a year.


Chapter Two

Brandy doesn’t give me time to catch my breath.

She tugs me up the stairs by the front of my shirt, her bare feet padding quickly on the hardwood, thick thighs brushing together with every hurried step. The yoga pants are still bunched around her knees—she doesn’t bother pulling them back up. I follow, cock aching, still tasting her on my tongue: that sweet-salty flood from the kitchen that’s already leaking down my chin and soaking the collar of my shirt.

We reach the master bedroom. The door’s half-open; late-afternoon sun slants through the blinds in golden bars across a king-sized bed covered in a soft gray comforter. Her husband’s side—the left—is neatly made, pillow fluffed, like he could walk in any minute. The thought makes my dick twitch harder. She’s about to defile this room with me.

Brandy kicks the door shut behind us, spins, and shoves me backward onto the mattress. I land on my back, bouncing once. She’s already stripping—yanking the tank top over her head so her heavy breasts spill free. They’re even fuller than I imagined: pale, veined, nipples dark and thick, already puckered tight from arousal and the cool air. Her soft belly rolls gently as she breathes hard; those wide hips flare out, leading to the thickest, softest thighs I’ve ever seen up close.

She hooks her thumbs into the waistband of the bunched yoga pants and shoves them the rest of the way down, stepping out naked. No hesitation. No shame. Just raw, desperate need.

“Lie back,” she orders, voice husky, wrecked from moaning downstairs. “Head at the edge of the bed. I want to ride your face properly.”

I scramble to obey, scooting up until my head hangs slightly off the foot of the mattress. She climbs onto the bed, knees sinking into the comforter on either side of my shoulders. Then she swings one thick leg over me, straddling my face reverse—her plump ass hovering inches above my mouth, pussy dripping right over my lips.

“Look at you,” she murmurs, reaching down to spread herself with two fingers. Her lips part—swollen, glossy, clit protruding like a ripe berry. A clear string of arousal stretches and snaps onto my tongue. “So eager. Been dreaming about this cunt smothering you, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I groan. “Every fucking night.”

“Good boy.”

She lowers herself slowly—agonizingly slow—until her wet heat seals over my mouth and nose. Soft inner thighs clamp my ears. The weight of her is perfect: heavy enough to pin me, plush enough to envelop me completely. I can barely breathe, and I don’t care. All I taste is her—musky, tangy, overflowing.

I start with long, slow licks from her entrance up to her clit, flattening my tongue to cover as much as possible. She shudders, grinding down harder, ass cheeks spreading across my cheeks.

“Fuck—suck it,” she gasps. “Suck my clit like you mean it.”

I seal my lips around the swollen nub and draw hard. She jolts, hips bucking once, twice. I flick the tip rapidly while sucking, then plunge my tongue deep inside her, fucking her with it the way I want to fuck her later—fast, relentless.

Her moans turn guttural. “Yes—eat that neglected pussy—make it yours—fuck—”

She starts riding in earnest. Hips rolling in tight circles at first, then longer strokes—forward so her clit grinds against my nose, backward so my tongue spears into her dripping channel. Her juices run constantly now, coating my face, sliding into my hair, dripping down my neck in warm rivulets.

The first orgasm builds fast.

I feel it in the way her thighs start to tremble, the way her breathing turns ragged and sharp. I suck harder, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass, spreading her wider so I can get deeper.

“Oh god—oh fuck—I’m gonna—” Her voice cracks.

Then she explodes.

Her whole body locks rigid. A violent shudder rips through her. Hot liquid jets against my tongue—hard, forceful squirts that flood my mouth faster than I can swallow. I gulp, choke a little, keep licking through it. She screams—raw, broken—hips jerking uncontrollably as wave after wave sprays out, soaking my face, the comforter, the carpet below us. The room fills with the wet, obscene sound of her release and her gasping cries.

She doesn’t lift off.

Instead she grinds through the aftershocks, smearing her cum across my lips, my chin, my cheeks. “Again,” she pants. “Don’t you fucking stop. I want to drench this bed—drench you—until I can’t come anymore.”

I’m drowning in her and I’ve never been harder.

I attack her clit again—faster now, more aggressive. One hand slides between us; two fingers plunge into her soaked heat, curling hard against her G-spot while my tongue lashes her nub. She’s so wet my hand makes filthy squelching sounds with every thrust.

The second climax hits even harder.

She leans forward, bracing her hands on my thighs, ass lifting slightly only to slam back down. Her thighs quake violently. Another gush—thicker, hotter—sprays in pulsing arcs across my face, into my open mouth, down my throat. She convulses, full-body tremors, tits swinging wildly, nipples brushing the air. “Fuck—fuck—yes—take it all—drink my squirt you dirty boy—”

I swallow what I can. The rest runs in rivers over my ears, pooling under my head. The bed is soaked beneath me; I can feel the wet spot spreading.

She’s shaking, whimpering, but still rocking—slower now, chasing the edge of another peak.

“Fingers,” she demands. “Three. Stretch me.”

I add a third finger, pumping deep, curling, while I suck her clit in pulsing rhythm. Her walls flutter, clamp, flutter again.

The third orgasm is different—deeper, more shattering. She goes completely still for a heartbeat, then erupts in full-body spasms. Back arches so hard I think she’ll break. A long, keening wail tears from her throat as the biggest squirt yet fountains out—forceful, almost violent—spraying in erratic bursts across my face, chest, even hitting the headboard behind me. Her thighs lock so tight around my head I see stars. She convulses again and again, hips jerking like she’s being electrocuted, each spasm milking another smaller gush until she’s trembling, spent, dripping.

Finally—mercifully—she lifts off.

I gasp for air. My face is a wreck: hair plastered, skin slick and shining, lips swollen. The room reeks of her—sex, squirt, sweat, pure feminine release. The comforter beneath my head is dark and sodden.

Brandy collapses forward, catching herself on her hands, breasts heaving, belly quivering with aftershocks. She looks back over her shoulder at me, eyes glassy, lips parted.

“Jesus,” she whispers. “I’ve never… not like that. Not ever.”

She slides down my body until she’s straddling my hips. My cock is painfully hard, trapped against my stomach, leaking precum in thick beads.

She reaches between us, wraps her fingers around me, strokes once—slow, firm.

“I can feel how bad you want to be inside me,” she murmurs. “Bare. Deep. No pulling out.”

Her thumb circles the head, spreading my precum.

“I’ve been off the pill for months,” she confesses, voice low and dark. “I want the risk. I want to feel you flood me—flood my womb—see if you can put a baby in this neglected belly.”

She leans down, heavy tits pressing against my soaked chest, lips brushing my ear.

“So tell me, baby… are you ready to breed me raw? Because I’m not stopping until you’ve pumped me so full I’m leaking you for days.”

My hips buck involuntarily at her words.

She smiles—slow, wicked, filthy.

“Then flip me over,” she whispers. “And fuck me like you’ve been jerking off to me for the last year.”


Chapter Three

Brandy’s words hang in the air like smoke—thick, intoxicating, filthy.

“I’ve been off the pill for months. I want the risk. I want to feel you flood me—flood my womb—see if you can put a baby in this neglected belly.”

She’s still straddling my hips, naked and glistening from the mess she made on my face and the bed. Her pussy lips are swollen, dark pink, slick with her own squirt and my spit. My cock throbs underneath her, trapped against my stomach, the head leaking a steady stream of precum that smears across her soft lower belly every time she rocks forward.

She reaches down, wraps her fingers around my shaft—slow, possessive—and gives me one long, firm stroke from base to tip. I groan, hips jerking up into her grip.

“You’ve been jerking this cock thinking about me for how long?” she asks, voice low and dark. “A year? Longer? Every time you watched my ass sway in the yard, every time you saw these tits bounce while I gardened… you came imagining pumping me full, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I rasp. “Every fucking time.”

She lines me up, the fat head of my cock nudging her soaked entrance. No condom. No hesitation. Just the slick heat of her kissing my tip.

“Then do it,” she whispers. “Breed me. Raw. Deep. Don’t you dare pull out.”

She sinks down in one slow, deliberate motion.

The first inch stretches her—tight, scorching velvet clamping around me. She gasps, head tipping back, heavy breasts thrusting forward as her nipples tighten even harder. Another inch. Another. Until I’m buried to the hilt, balls pressed flush against her ass, her plump lips spread wide around my base.

“Fuck,” she breathes, trembling. “You’re so thick… filling me so good… I can feel every vein.”

She starts to ride—slow at first, savoring it. Hips rolling in lazy circles, grinding her clit against my pubic bone while her inner walls ripple and flutter around me. Her tits sway heavily with each movement, nipples brushing my chest when she leans forward.

“Look at me,” she demands. “Watch me take this bare cock. Watch me use you to get what my husband never gave me.”

I grip her wide hips—soft flesh spilling over my fingers—and thrust up to meet her. The wet slap of skin on skin fills the room, mixing with her moans and the obscene squelch of her soaked pussy swallowing me over and over.

“Harder,” she pants. “Fuck me like you own this cunt. Like you’re claiming it.”

I flip her onto her back in one swift move. Her legs fall open wide—thighs thick and trembling, pussy gaping slightly from the stretch. I hook her knees over my shoulders, folding her in half, and slam back inside.

Deep. Brutal. Every thrust bottoms out, my balls smacking her ass, the head kissing her cervix. She cries out, nails raking my back.

“Yes—right there—pound my womb—make it yours—fuck—give me that load!”

Her pussy clenches rhythmically, milking me, begging. I can feel her getting close again—walls fluttering, clit throbbing against my pelvis.

“You want it?” I growl, pounding faster. “Want me to flood this fertile cunt? Knock you up right here on his bed?”

“God yes—do it—breed me—fill me up—make my belly swell—cum inside me—now!”

She comes hard—back arching off the mattress, thighs quaking, a fresh gush of slick coating my shaft as her pussy spasms wildly around me. I don’t stop. I fuck her through it, chasing my own edge.

When the aftershocks fade, I pull out—cock glistening, veins pulsing—and flip her onto all fours. Her ass lifts high, cheeks spreading, pussy dripping down her thighs. I grip her hips and slam back in from behind.

The angle is deeper—perfect for breeding. Every thrust makes her tits swing forward, ass rippling with impact. She pushes back to meet me, moaning like an animal.

“Look at this fat ass taking your cock,” she gasps. “Look how greedy my pussy is—sucking you in—begging for your seed. Give it to me—pump me full—make me drip you for days!”

I reach around, fingers finding her swollen clit, rubbing fast circles while I rail her. She starts shaking again—another orgasm building.

“Cum with me,” I order. “Milk every drop out of me. Take my load deep where it belongs.”

She screams—body locking, pussy clamping down like a fist. The vise of her orgasm tips me over.

I bury myself to the hilt, balls tightening, and erupt.

Thick rope after thick rope jets straight against her cervix—hot, forceful, flooding her depths. I groan her name, hips jerking with each pulse, pumping everything I have into her fertile core. She grinds back, whimpering, “Yes—yes—feel it—oh god—so much—so deep—filling me—breeding me—”

I keep thrusting through the last spurts, smearing cum around inside her, making sure every drop stays buried. When I finally still, she clenches around me, trapping me inside, not letting a single bit escape.

We collapse together—sweaty, panting, my cock still twitching inside her. She reaches back, hand cupping where we’re joined, feeling the mess leaking around my base.

“So full,” she murmurs, voice soft and satisfied. “I can feel it… all that thick cum right where it needs to be.”

She rolls onto her side, pulling me with her so I stay buried. Her hand drifts to her soft belly, stroking in slow circles.

“I meant what I said,” she whispers. “No pill. No protection. I’ve been waiting for someone to finally give me what I crave.” Her eyes meet mine—dark, wicked, hopeful. “So… guess we’ll find out in a few weeks if you actually knocked me up. Or if we’ll just have to keep fucking like this until you do.”

She squeezes around me once—playful, teasing—making my oversensitive cock jump inside her.

“Either way,” she adds with a slow, filthy smile, “you’re not done breeding this pussy yet. Not even close.”

I don’t know if she’s telling the truth about the pill. Part of me hopes she isn’t—hopes I really just flooded a fertile, neglected MILF and started something permanent. Part of me thrills at the risk either way.

All I know is Brandy’s not bored anymore.

And neither am I.
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